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THE BATTLE OF THE WOODEN SWOED. 

BT HON. SAMUEL W. PENNYPACKER, LL.D. 

On January 22, 1798, while Congress was in session in 
Congress Hall, at the southeast corner of Sixth and Chest- 
nut Streets, Philadelphia, two of its members, Roger Gris- 
wold, of Connecticut, and Matthew Lyon, of Vermont, had 
a personal altercation which attracted wide attention and 
led to the production of both verse and caricature. The 
details may be found in my monograph upon Congress Hall, 
page 16. They are vividly and accurately depicted in the 
hitherto unknown ballad given below, which appeared in 
the " Seat of the Muses" of a magazine published in 1798 
at Fredericksburg, Maryland, called The Key. The maga- 
zine lived through but one year, and contained an unusual 
amount of Revolutionary anecdote and incident. It was 
edited by John D. Carey and printed by Matthias Bartgis. 
The only copy I have ever seen or heard of belonged to the 
printer. 

THE BATTLE OE THE WOODEN SWORD! OE, THE M.ODEEN 

PUGILISTS. 

A NEW SONG IN TWO PARTS. 



" An hundred men with each a pen, 

Or more, upon my word, sir, 

It is most true, would be too few, 

Their valour to record, sir." 



TIBST PART. 

Tune — Yankee Doodle. 
In any age, or any page 

Of fam'd old mother Clio, 
We cannot say, so vile a fray, 

Eais'd such a hue and cry, O. 



Chorus. 

Sing Yankee doodle, how, wow, 
wow, 

Yankee doodle dandy, 
Let us record the wooden sword, 

And with the glass be handy. 
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We all must blush, and cry out 
hush ! 
At what has pass'd so recent, 
Within the wall of Congress Hall, 
la ! 'twas too indecent. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

But still to sing a funny thing, 
At night when we are quaffing, 

"Which to record the wooden sword, 
I'm sure will keep us laughing. 
Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

Therefore draw near, and you shall 
hear 
A tale fit for derision, 
That I do ken 'bout Congress men, 
And claim 'd mature decision. 
Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

But to proceed with quickest speed, 
And not prolong my ditty, 

If I can tell my story well 
You'll laugh, or it's a pity. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

Some Congress folks must pass their 
jokes 
Upon one Matthew Lyon, 
Insulting Pat, the democrat, 
"Whilst some look'd snigg'ring sly 
on. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

The speaker then, and Congress men, 
"Were standing out of place, sir, 

"When Lyon spit, a little bit, 
In Koger Griswold's face, sir. 
Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

It was, they say, a silly fray, 

Caus'd by some silly word, sir, 
That chanc'd to slip from Griswold's 
lip, 
About a wooden sword, sir. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 



At which be roar'd, and damn'd the 
sword, 
And did not storm a little, 
His feelings hurt, which made him 
squirt 
In Roger's face his spittle. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

Like with a blast, they stood aghast, 
The men of this great forum, 

Who loud did prate, and execrate 
This breach of their decorum. 
Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

Some rose to blame, fy, for shame, 

Cry'd out each one and all, sir. 
From north to south, in ev'ry mouth, 
'Twas heard round Congress Hall, 
sir. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

Now round the world, I'm sure 'tis 
hurl'd, 
How Griswold spoke provoking, 
In frantic fit, how Lyon spit, 
And sad has prov'd their joking. 
Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

Some members rose, for fear that 
blows 
Would speedy follow after, 
Some seem'd confus'd, some rail'd, 
abus'd, 
And some burst out in laughter. 
Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

Yet some confess'd, that in arrest, 

And that without denial, 
Lyon be plac'd, and be disgrac'd, 

At least to stand a trial. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

In torrents pour, in ev'ry door, 
The folks of every station, 

Wide staring all, to see a brawl 
'Midst rulers of a Nation. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 
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Indeed the case had brought disgrace 

On any in this City : 
As soon 'twas heard, the house re- 
ferred 
Itself in a Committee. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

"While some were mute, some in dis- 
pute, 
And all in sad convulsion, 
Some said in fact, so vile an act 
Deserv'd direct expulsion. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

One member said, I'm not afraid 

To speak in fire and thunder I 
"While men & boys, who heard the 
noise, 
Stood gaping, mute with wonder. 
Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

Now Lyon thought that he had 
brought 
His pigs to a bad market. 
The wooden sword he heard encor'd 
And ev'ry dog would bark it. 
Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

So he began a long harangue, 

How much he had been wear'ed, 
"Which made at least, him act the 
beast, 
Because he'd been eashier'd. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

He then cried out, at length no 
doubt, 
If I should be compliant, 
The time will come, they'll kick my 
b — m, 
Yet still, I'm to be silent. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

"What's that was said, cries one quite 
red, 
"With blushes much confounded, 
Another breach, by filthy speech ; 
His rudeness is unbounded. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 



Then much did they his vice pour- 
tray, 
By many days' debating, 
And strange to tell, did not expel 
The man we are narrating. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

This cost U. S., if right I guess, 
Twelve thousand dollars rhino, 
"Which, bye the bye, will make us 
sigh, 
Instead of laughing, I know. 
Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

Yet, lest I'm long, let's end this song, 

And none his laughter smother, 
I've sung one truth, and now for- 
sooth, 
I'll briefly sing another. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

SECOND PART. 

Against his will, when Koger still 
Saw Matthew was not outed, 

And from his seat did not retreat, 
He swore he should be routed. 
Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

So next he went, with bad intent, 
And enter'd Congress Hall in ; 

He took his cane to crack the brain, 
And lay old Matthew sprawling. 
Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

So in a trice, he struck him thrice, 
Most soundly on the head, sir, 

And beat him fore, all o'er and o'er, 
Till Lyon sadly bled, sir. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

He seized the tongs, to ease his 
wrongs, 
And Griswold then assail'd, 
By heinous drubs, from heinous 
clubs, 
Disorder now prevailed. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 
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Some members mad, some very glad, 

Some still as any mouse, sir, 
Some rais'd a roar, shew them the 
door, 
Or they'll pollute the house, sir. 
Sing Yankee doodle, &e. 

If there 'sno rule, we'll keep men cool, 
Whilst in this house we're sitting, 
"With broken heads, we'll keep our 
beds, 
And scandal crown the meeting. 
Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 



Now both assuage their cruel rage, 

Possess'd of melancholy, 
And to accede, they both agreed 

No more to shew their folly. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 

Thus ends the song, tho' very long, 

About the "Wooden Sword, sir, 
"When next in spite, they spit and 
fight, 
The deed we will record, sir. 

Sing Yankee doodle, &c. 



